is the tallest and central skyscraper of the group. From this pinnacle
of luxury, one looks down on to the slums, tenements and eternal
shops of up- and downtown New York, and far into the Bronx
and Queens counties.
From this tower, Central Park appears, at first sight, to be deserted,
and only by degrees do the small lice-like cars come into one's vision,
as they move in crocodile formation along curved roads, laid out on
no discernible plan. But if you descend from your eminence to walk
in the park, you are struck by its curious, plantless desolation in
comparison with the sophistication of the surrounding buildings,
The dun-coloured, artificial hills remind you of a geographical model,
and the winter trees are spidery and black. Great rocks, cannon-ball
in colour, look artificial.
The statues in Central Park are an oddly assorted crowd of
celebrities. Scott and Burns wonder to find themselves in the com-
pany of an unnamed boy with a horrible-looking dog. Three
thousand miles from his native Stratford, Shakespeare reads
his scroll, while Christopher Columbus, in bronze, points onwards
and upwards.
This park is like a landscape of some other planet. But on Sunday
Central Park becomes human. It is the gambolling ground for
parents, children, nursemaids and dogs. The perambulators, with
babies half-visible beneath the coverlets, are wheeled three and four
abreast. Unleashed dogs tear up and down the hillocks. A crowd
collects, for a bulldog has caused a sensation in the dog world. A
tremendous barking is set up, and on all sides distracted women tug
vainly at their dogs on chains, which have sat down resolutely on
their hind-quarters and now refuse to move from the scene of such
drama.
The skaters forgather on the asphalt of a circle near the Esplanade,
where a crowd of fascinated pedestrians watch these other beings
who seem to possess a superhuman speed and grace. A tough kid
in corduroy, with gum, is waltzing in circles; a buffoon plays pranks
and skates backwards; a girl with green handkerchief tied under her
chin joins hands with a white-faced, dark-haired Broiizino-portrait
type of young man. The quacking of the nearby ducks on the
half-frozen pond can be heard from the highest windows in the
surrounding skyscrapers,
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